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Sammary and Intréduction 


Author's Notes: 
This can change eventually, being updated, sö it ain't just these ones, relax! 


Welcome to a world of magic! A world where not only due to drugs animals and stuff can talk! Where love is 
still real.we hope so! And our most beloved bands are stuck on this world, each one into a tale. Here lies the 
tale in which each band is trapped: 

Motley Crüe: Snow White and the Seven Dwarves. 

Cinderella: Cinderella (duh!) 


Def Leppard: Sleeping Beauty 


Guns'n'Roses: The Little Mermaid 


Bon Jovi: The Beauty and the Beast 
Van Halen: Princess and the Frog 
Some other might come, but the first step into this Neverland is already set to be taken. 


Join us in this magical experience, step forward, turn this page and HAVE FUNI 


Snow Nikki 


Author's Notes: 
Well, here is the first! | hépe yöu like it! 


NOTE: If you read The Heroin Diaries, you see why it was THAT for poisoning.. 


A long time ago, there was a pretty queen that admired the snow, the dark ebony of her window, and the red 
colour of her blood. It wasn't too late that she gave birth to a beautiful child, a pale-skinned, reddish- 

lipped..blonde boy. But she wouldn't let that hair put a flaw in her dreams, so she dyed his hair black As soon 
as this all happened, she ran away with another guy, leaving Snow Nikki under the care of a man called Blackie, 


a fair king. 


He always played his bass and asked his amp "Magic amp on the ground, who's the fairest bassist in town?", 
and this strange object replied: "My king, you are the fairest". However, Snow Nikki couldn't sit still for a single 
moment, commonly stealing a bass or another to have something to do. Blackie was strict and he didn't want 
anyone messing around with his things, so to say,if he discovered little Nikki's adventures, he'd be dead. Snow 
Nikki would always play in a hidden part of the castle, near a window that had a view showing a house, where a 
drummer lived. He'd play according to his rhythm and loved every single beat that they did together. If only he 
could tell him how much he dreamed of him.how much he meant.how much his heart skipped the beat when 


he thought of him. 


And the narrator's prophecy was fulfilled When Snow Nikki was eighteen, he was the most beautiful guy in the 
land, and the best bass player, since he and Blackie were the only two. One day, the king asked the Magic Amp 

and it answered "You two aren't the best humanity ever had, but my king, Snow Nikki is way better than you. 

And he's handsome! My God, oh he is handsome!" 


He went nuts! How come Snow Nikki was a bass player!? And how come he was better than him?! HOW COME 
HIS MAGIC AMP WAS IN LOVE WITH SNOW NIKKl?!?!?! TRAITORIII! He had to put an end in this shit. King Blackie 
hired the best hunter around, so to say, not so good at all compared to the other countries: Stephen Perry, or 


known as Lizzie Grey. He asks as a proof of Snow Nikki's death a bottle containing all his blood. 


Meanwhile, Snow Nikki was playing his stolen black Warlock outside, singing with ratts and other filthy animals 
that came from the underground tubes. 


"You and me, we're going on a escape tonight. On the run." He happily sang. 
"Another one died tonight!" Lizzie completes, first as happy as him, but then he came back to his duty. 


Snow Nikki was terrified and ran into the forest, bass in hands. Lizzie chased him until he lost him. Suddenly, he 


appeared in front of him, switchblade knife in hands ready to fight for his life. The hunter looked straight into 


those sparkling emerald-green eyes and mellowed.being waken up from the trance by a cut in his stomach. 
"Do not mess around with a punk bassist!" He angrily shouted, menacing attacking again 

"| noticed." Lizzie was laid on the ground, hands up in the air and his knife at his feet. He couldn't hurt him. 
"Who send ya? King Gene, from the neighbour town?" 


"No..King Blackie. He wants you dead because you are a better bass player than he is..and his magic amp fell in 
love with you." Lizzie spit off. 


Snow Nikki couldn't help but laugh. An amp.in love?! This dude was on a heavy stuff. But the musical part could 


be true. 
"Sorry.go on" He recomposed himself. 
"And he wants your blood as a proof that you are dead." 


"Nah! That only?! This dude is asking to be fooled. C'mon, I'll help ya to get out of this mess." And Snow Nikki 
and Lizzie got into a tiny wooden structure, where Nikki mixed some liquids. " He's probably a warlock and is 


making a potion" Lizzie thought. 

"Here you go. The strongest you can find!" He handed a bottle with a liquid as red as blood. 

"What is this? A potion?!" 

"Are you calling me a warlock? That's just the bass modell And of course not! That's a drink made of Vodka, 
cherries, strawberries, plums and just a little of blueberries, to make it darker. Ah, and lots of sugar. It's 
tasty, but this alcohol tax is for knocking somebody down. | call it "sorcerer's blood"." Snow Nikki sounded like a 
smartass. 


"Okay, I'll take it to Blackie and you'll hide in the forest, okay?!" 


"Yep. Bye, then Thanks for not killing me, and .. My bad for the cut hehe!" And with that, they went separated 
ways, Snow Nikki with the Warlock in hands. 


Back in the King's castle, Hunter Lizzie gave him the bottle of Sorcerer's Blood, lying that it was Snow Nikki's. 
He took a glass out of the counter and put the reddish liquid in it, in a ritual, feeling the scent, analysing the 


colour and texture..making Lizzie's legs tremble in fear. What if he discovered? He'd be certainly dead! 


Blackie took a sip and savoured, making Lizzie's heart skip the beat when he opened his mouth to say: 


"Many said that Snow Nikki was a sweet little boy..but | didn't think that he was INDEED! It's delicious! Great 


work, my fellow! You shall drink at least a glass with me, in comemoration!" Blackie demanded. 

The drink was actually too liquorous, as its manufacturer said A simple glass is enough to make a strong dude 
fall drunk! What was Lizzie's case, but he managed to leave the castle and move to the neighbour town, afraid 
of when Blackie came to know the truth. But at the moment, he was drinking the entire bottle. 

Meanwhile, Snow Nikki was heading to the dark forest's heart, of course with his beloved stolen bass. He was 
tired of walking the whole day and being lost, however he found a ratt that led him to a tiny cottage..that was 
actually a tabern He saw all those barrels of Whiskey and beer, those bottles of vodka and those snacks and 
couldn't help himself but eat and drink. He had walked miles, in circle, but miles, and was thirsty and hungry, so 
. why not? 


After drinking so much alcohol, he felt sleepy and climbed upstairs, seeing seven tiny beds. 


"Who'd buy seven tiny beds!? To unite them to form one normal-sized! Dumbass!" He muttered, totally drunk 
while uniting the beds for a nap. 


The tabern belonged to the Seven Dwarves. Doc Mick, Bashful Slash, Sneezy Vince, Happy Jon, Dopey Steven, 
Sleepy Dave and Grumpy Eddie. They were miners, but also musicians who played at their home/bar. Mick, 
Slash and Eddie were guitar players, Vince, Jon and Dave were singers and Steven was a drummer. As you 
noticed, they had no bass or knew what one was. 

They arrived home late afternoon and saw the mess downstairs. 

“Someone came here! Motherfucker.drank our alcohol" Said Grumpy Eddie. 

"C'mon.maybe its someone nice." Happy Jon said, hopeful. 

"IIl check upstairs. Youu stay here." And then Doc Mick went upstairs and was shocked with what he saw: A 
sleeping papled-skinned, reddish-lipped and raven-haired drunk beauty, dressed in black polka-dot clothes and 
with a hairstyle that killed, and a black stripe under each eye, but with his instrument in his arms. 


"hum.guys..you should check this out." He called. 


All the dwarves were there, in the bedroom, looking at that strange guy, who even snored a little. 


"Exactly... sneeze x" 


Dopey Steven nodded hysterically. 

"Can somebody get him out of my bed, please.. #yawn*" Sleepy Dave asked. 

"Can you stop being such an ass, Dave?" Grumpy Eddie asked. 

"Shut up, you two. Slash, wake him up!" Doc Mick ordered. 

Bashful Slash sat beside him and noticed the strange four-stringed instrument and was amazed by it, even 
touching the thick strings. Snow Nikki woke up in a jump, pulling his Warlock closer to his body and mad-eyeing 
the tiny men, fearing of loosing his precious possession 

"Back off, fuckers!" 


Bashful Slash ran in tears of fear. 


"Calm down. We are not enemies. Fear not. Now, WHO THE HECK ARE YOU AND WHY ARE YOU HERE?!" Doc 
Mick took the front. 


"lm Snow Nikki. My crazy king wants to kill me and | needed shelter. And since | was hungry and thirsty..and 


found food and drinks..'m sorry." 

"What is this wicked guitar?" Bashful Slash asked. 

"This babe here is the reason why l'm being chased.this is a bass, and King Blackie wants to be the best 
bassist, but l'm topping the ranking. This is stolen from his collection. used to live there so.. gimme an amp 


and I'll play some tunes." 


Everyone was amazed by the deep sound of the black axe. And by Snow Nikki's style of playing it.and maybe 
by his looks that kill. 


"Whadda say. | let you stay here if you play at night in our band.do we have a deal?" Doc Mick asked. 
He shook the little man hand, accepting the deal. "Now, introduce yourselves." 


MEANWHILE.. Blackie recovered from the deadly hungover caused by the Sorcerer's Blood and tried to play 
some songs in his Black Widow bass. When he plugged his weapon and asked the Magic Amp, he almost fainted. 


"You can be a good bass player, but Snow Nikki is still the best.and the handsomest..and you the worst 


assassin." 


Blackie was enraged, but he'd have his revenge..oh he was. And he knew exactly how... and it didn't envolve 


anyone more, because he was mad at Lizzie. He knew Snow Nikki's passion for..ice cream?! And he also knew the 


only thing that could knock him down, a golden liquid called diamorphin, or heroin for the close ones. All he had 
to do was make a poisoned ice cream. The only thing that could wake him up was the shock of the first kiss, 


but it had to be a drummer's kiss, and it had to be right one, to kickstart his heart's beat. 


For many many days, the now eight-membered band played nights away. Incredibly, neither Vince or Dave 
seemed to sneeze or yawn while singing..curious, huh? Maybe that's the power of music, that changed them or 
put them all in the same place. They didn't mind that Snow Nikki wasn't a dwarf, nor did he mind that the 


other were. As goes the saying, sometimes you can't choose your friends, they just happen. 

But one morning, the dwarves left for work and Snow Nikki was home alone, cleaning the night before's mess, 
when an ice cream van went down the street in front of the cottage. He heard that childish song and went 
crazy. He had to eat some ice cream! He was mad for it. Even when he had problems with eating, he'd eat just 
ice cream. 


"STOP! HEY HEY! HERE!" 


Snow Nikki ran behind the van until it eventually stopped not so far from the cottage. A nice "not-so-nice" old 


man went to the counter. 
"Hello, my beautiful young dude. Which flavour do you want?" 
"Do not hurry me, grannie! They all seem soooo00 delicious!" 


"Why don't you try this one. Its chocolate with mint, covered with condensed milk and chantilly." Grannie Blackie 


handed the poisoned one. 

"How much is it?!" Snow Nikki was in love with it already. 

"Oh my sweet, just your smile is the best payment! Now..'ve got more neighbourhoods to visit." 

"Thanks, grannie! See yal" 

Snow Nikki trotted back home eating the sweet but when he came in, locking the door, he felt dizzy. Everything 


was going slow, fading away..blackening..until he collapsed to the ground and some minutes, he was lifeless. 


Blackie had finally made his revenge complete. The ratt who lead him to the cottage, whose name was Robbin, 
ran through the forest to call the dwarves, and he did. 


The seven tiny men caught bycicles (NOT motorcycles) and followed the Ratts and other punk animals until 
they finally found the ice cream van, and chased it at top speed. Blackie eventually threw rocks at them, but 
they were persistent and willing to fight him. However, he didn't see a cliff, and rolled down it, even hitting the 


walls of a house, where a blonde guy came to rescue him. 


"BLACKIE! YOU CAME BACK HOME! I'M S00000 HAPPY, BABE!" It was Chris, his ex. Well, the dwarves had their 


revenge, and they could relax now, since the King was screwed for all eternity now. 


They went back home to help Snow Nikki, but it was too late. His body was already lying dead on the floor, with 
a melted ice cream on the floor. He was the only friend they always had, and deserved a funeral worth of him. 
They put the table cloth on the bar counter, made candles with empty Jack Daniel's bottles and ornated the 
counter with red roses and black fishnet. Instead of a rose, they put his precious Warlock bass in his hands. 
Then invited all his punk pet friends and they all mourned the bass player's death together, crying rivers. 
EVEN GRUMPY EDDIE! 


He was so cute in his death slumber, that none of them that the balls to bury him. It hurt too much. So they 
made a wooden coffin covered in leather, chains and fishnet, with its cover in crystal, so that they could still 


admire his late friend and his marvellous instrument. 


Asthmatic old ladies are something common in all worlds and times, so the word that a handsome young bass 
player dude lying on a leather and crystal coffin spread and it reached the ears of an also handsome dude, but 
this time, he was a drummer. His name was Prince Thomas Lee, or Prince Tommy for the close ones. When he 
came to know that the beautiful boy in the forest was a bassist, he went in the wink of an eye. He knew who 


it might be.. 


One day, when the dwarves were mourning Snow Nikki, they heard the roar of a motorcycle through the 
woods. It had the unnique POTATO sound, so they were sure it was a Harley Davidson and they began to 
speculate who it might be, until they heard the engine sound stopping and a guy around his IB too, in leather 
pants, white t-shirt and a jaquet with pink and blue decorations, ah and converse and two stripes on a cheek, 


of course! He ran to the coffin, knelled and cried over its cover. 
'no..this can't be happening..not with you, Snow Nikki.." 


The dwarves all looked at that scene, heart in pieces. Two young men whose sad destiny had set each other 


apart. And all because of someone who could have studied more techniques or even be happy with his style. 
"You can open it and say farewell to him, too." Said Doc Mick. 


And Prince Tommy did such. He sat on the cushion of the coffin and held Snow Nikki's cold and calloused hands 
and whipped his tears with them. And then he brushed away some raven-coloured locks from his face, 
revealing the paleness of his skin, which was even more apparent now, since he was dead. He also noticed that 


the blood-red lips were still as inviting as ever. He couldn't hold that anymore.. 


He leaned and brushed his lips on the red ones, and then deepening the kiss a little, making total contact. As 
Prince Tommy closed his watered eyes, Snow Nikki's emerald ones opened in the wink of an eye. As King Blackie 
feared, his first kiss was with the drummer who made his bassist heart race. He kickstarted his heart. But 
the touch was so good that he wrapped his arms around his prince's neck. The only thing separating their 


bodies was the Warlock. 


The dwarves and the punk animals couldn't believe in what they were witnessing. Snow Nikki was alive! And in 


good hands now, for what it seemed! 


Prince Tommy broke the kiss, smiling and looking into those starry eyes. His bassist was alive. For Snow Nikki, it 
meant a lot, because his long time crush heard him play and fell not only for his looks, but for his music, 
which is almost the musician's soul. And from all the town, he chose to see him, even if he was 


dead/unconscious. 


The curly haired man got up and carried him bridal style to the bike, and sat him on the back part of the 


seat, bass on his back. 


"C'mere, my band friends, say a momentary goodbye" Snow Nikki said and all the dwarves high fived and huged 


him. 


‘Our house is open for jams. Drop by, okay? You're welcome there anytimel" Said Prince Tommy, climbing on 


the bike, too. 


With that, they rode their way home, so to say, the neighbour castle, and there they enjoyed playing and 
writing songs by themselves and with the dwarves, who commonly visited them and had a great time. So to 


say, they were all happily ever after. 


Prince Eddie and the 


Author's Notes: 

Anéther fairy tale. Not as gööd as the first, but it might fit while I'm writing the others. They are even 
harder than | thought! 

As any story..Once upon a time.in a long lost kingdom, somewhat a connection between Netherlands and LA... 
There was an arrogant and spoiled prince called Edward Lodewijk van Halen. He had a sweet older brother, 
Alexander Arthur van Halen and a funny cousin, Michael Anthony Sobolewski. They were in love with music and 
began playing together. Alexander, the oldest, played drums like a heaven sent, Michael Anthony played a tight- 


tempo bass and little prince Eddie wanted the spotlights, so he built a guitar, his Frankenstrat, and soloed while 
the band did the base. They couldn't stand his manners. 


One day, while Prince Eddie was soloing and boasted his skills to his peasant friends, he tripped on a rock and 
his precious Frankenstrat went tumbling down the hill, until it landed on a waterlilly. He ran to the pond and 


thanked God for that plant there. However, he did not expect to find a frog with blond hair and glamorous 
clothes dancing on top of his guitar. 


"Hey! Get off that! Its mine!" 

"Where are your good manners, my young dude?" The frog asked. 

‘In your... forget! Who are you to give me orders? Do you even know who | am?" 

The frog put a glittering top hat and began to dance. 

"| know you're prince Eddie, that snob little Brat.who's already 18 and acts like b. But..." 
He paused smiling wide and then began to sing. 


"l'm just a Froggolo..and everywhere | go.people know the part Dave's playing.pay for every dance, selling each 


romance..ooh, what are they sayin’? .. And there'll come a day when youth will pass away!" 
"Froggolo? What the heck? And who the hell is Dave?" 


"Dave is me..before a wicked bitch wanted a fuck for free and | denied, and she turned me into a frog. Since | 


was a gigolo..| became a frog..FROGGOLO!" He shook his hands like in a grand finale. 


"This..is the biggest bullshit I've ever heard. | don't even know why l'm talking to a frog! And hearing the frog 


reply! | shouldn't have drinked last night" 


"Well, Ed." He sat on the guitar and let his feet on the water. "Some shit you gotta believe and don't doubt, or 


it would loose its magic. Like Santa, y'know." 

"Now can | have my guitar back, please?" Eddie was annoyed. 

"Nah-hah, my friend. Its not that easy.." He picked his frog fingers' dead skin, since he ain't got nail. 
"Why not? This guitar is mine!" 


"Is mine now. What's found ain't stolen. And you're bad lucky that a Froggolo found it" He sticked out his 


tongue at him. 


"Okay..what do | have to do to have it back?" He get to his knees, at Dave the Frog's height, already ready to 


cry or whine for loosing his precious instrument. 
Dave prepared to dance and sing again. 


" ‘coz | ain't got nobody! Nobody cares for me! .. Nobody, nobody cares for me! .. I'm so sad and lonely! .. Sad 


and Lonely, sad and lonely! .. Won't some spoiled prince come and take a chance with me! ‘Cause | ain't so bad!" 
"Dude! How will we even fuckl? With this tiny ass and dick of yours! " Eddie felt like he was being fooled. 


"Boy..you said something that destroys the pride of a man.you're lucky that I'm a frog and that | gotta 
agree..but never again say that my dick is tiny." Dave looked down, kinda offended. 


"So what do | have to do to you to have my guitar back?" 


"The bitch said that kiss of a strenuous soul would break the spell..whatever. | don't know what strenuous is, 


so | end up asking everyone | meet to kiss me and see if it breaks." 
"Weren't you afraid of venereal diseases!?" Eddie gasped. 


"Nah. | don't know what these are, too. Could you explain me these two and try to break my spell? Do you 
promise telling me the truth? If you tell any lie, the guitar will stay with me!" 


"Okay okay. | promise. Look, venereal diseases are sickenesses that are transmitted via sex or fluid exchange, 


like a KISS! Strenuous seems to be a person who worked hard to be where he or she is." 


ow..you're so smart. I'd love to know where you live and even learn more from you. Do you promise kee 
"Wow..you' t. I'd love to k here you | d | from you. Do you p keep 


helping me?" 


"How many promises do you intend doing, mr. Froggolo?!" 

"Dunno..if you don't want, say bye to you precious guitar." 

‘Okay, | promise!" 

"Now kiss me." Dave said sensually, but it coming from a frog is at least gross. 

Eddie had him in his hands, stood up and he looked straight at that creature. He inhaled hard, closed his eyes 
and went straight to his new friend's "lips". Dave even managed to joke by darting his frog tongue in his mouth, 
but it didn't last too long. It was changing in his mouth, his hands..soon they were in the muscular torso of a 
hot blonde. They were incredibly enjoying it until Eddie had to break the kiss for air. 


"It worked..T WORKED! NO MORE FROGOLLO! Thanks Prince Eddie!" He hugged the brunette. 


"It worked! | can't even believe! Look! You aren't that gross creature anymore!" He was also happy for him. 


Their eyes met again and Dave cupped his face, caressing his cheek. 
"All because of you, my dear." He sealed their lips once more, and it wasn't denied. 


After some minutes enjoying themselves, Dave ran again to the pond. 
"EDDIE! WE FORGOT YOUR GUITAR!" 


The blonde got all wet again, but he finished his part of the deal. He was good old Dave again, probably got a 


hot brunette who'd teach him new words. 


"Here you go.| hope it isn't broke. You know, water can damage some things." He handed the white guitar with 


black aleatory black stripes. Eddie took a closer look and then darted his hazel eyes to Dave. 
"Even if it is. got you now!" He placed his hands on his chest and kissed again 


And the happy ending, my friends, was that Dave joined the prince's band, adding the thing that they all missed 
so much: vocals. He also made Eddie a humble person, by asking him for help when things went wrong..and it 
wasn't a rare thing. Each one at the band had his own spotlight, not only Eddie. It was hard for Dave to leave 
his old life, but he put all his efforts on being faithful to his lover prince Eddie, being as strenuous as he was 
when he decided to swallow his pride and help the "Froggolo". And it's this my friends, and they lived happily 


ever after! 


Steamin’ Beauty 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for being out. Too many things to handle! But Here | am! Have Funl 


ONCE UPON A TIME.. 
Dude, I'm getting tired of this beginning! But here we go. Another love story. 


The royal couple longed for a child to cheerish their lives, to inherit all those lands that belonged to the 
kingdom of Sheffield.to see it growing and becoming a happy king or queen. Shortly after they thought this, the 


Queen discovered she was pregnant. 


After 4 months of love and affection.and torture, a beautiful prince came to the world He was so beautiful 
that they called him Stephen Steamin’ Clark. All the citzens were invited to his baptism, including the family of 
the neighbour kingdom, a domain of London: the Collen. They were longing for an opportunity of uniting their 
strengh and becoming just one land, so they thought: Why not marrying the 3-year-old Prince Philip (any 
resemblance to a Disney movie is just coincidence) to the newly-born Prince Stephen? Oh, yeah! Two boys! But 


who cares! 


As godfathers to the young boy, the parents chose the three pixies of the forest nearby: Joe, Rick and Sav. 
They were known by their good but confused hearts. They approached his crib and gave the kid their gifts. 


Joe gave the infant the sweetness of a wild rose's petals. Rick gave him an amazing talent for music and then 


Sav.. 

Was interrupted by Pete Willis! A sorcerer that wasn't invited to the party, because he was the king's enemy. 
He was meant to be the kid's pair, but his problems with alcohol made the King rethink of his choice towards 
his beloved kid to come. 


"WHY ALWAYS ON MY TURN?!" Sav cried out. 


"Shut up, you little disgusting thing! Now it's MY turn of giving a gift. As you turn 18, you'll find an eletric 
guitar. You'll try to tune it and will pierce your finger in the higher E string..and you'll DIE!!!" 


Everyone gasped at Willis's curse and subtle coming and going out of the party. They all started to cry in 
despair. The so young prince already had his fate chosen.by that wicked and drunk figure.. 


"CALM THE FUCK DOWN! Nobody trust me in the place! Oh Bloody Helll" Sav tried to keep them quiet. 


He approached and saw that tiny, little creature that was already menaced, and gave his present. 


"When you get to your eighteen, you won't die, but fall into a deep slumber..that'll just be broken by a kiss 


given by the love of your life.now can | vomit? Too mellow!" 

After that frightening experience, all Sheffield went back to normal and doing their normal stuff, talking to 
normal people in that not-normal place. Steve's parents agreed that he'd be safer if raised in the forest with 
his godfathers, even though they'd have a hard time answering to the question: Where the heck is the prince? 
WHILE THIS HAPPENED.. 

The three pixies were having a hard time trying to keep that little devil safe. In and out of their cottage, 
talking to animals, running naked through the forest and cannonballing on the lake nearby..that was our prince's 
routine. 

His godfathers were really well playing his uncles. MAGIC WAS FORBIDDEN DURING HIS RAISING! And from 
Stephen Steaming Clark, it was just Steve, as if it would hide his royal blood. However..there's always a 


however in a tale. 


His I8th birthday was a disaster. Steve went out for a while like he used to, as usual he was told not to talk to 


strangers, and the pixies began.. 
"THE CAKE IS HORRIBLE! AND THE CLOTHES..° BLOODY HELL, MATE!" Joe shouted out. 
"I tried my best..." Rick said. 


"Fix it with magic.Steve ain't here! He wouldn't notice!" Sav said, eating something and not giving a damn about 


his preocupation. 

"Do you really agree with it?!" 

They all nodded and Joe rolled his eyes. 

And then, they fixed the monstruous cake they had done. The problem was with the clothes, though.. 
"It should be jeans." Joe transformed it in a jeans outfit and Sav shows disgust. 

"White is better." He transformed it and his mate disaproved. 

"Jeans" *plin* 


"White" *plin* 


"JEANS!" *plin® 
"WHITE!" *plin® 
Rick interrupted the fight. 


"Why not white jeans?" 


"THAT'S DISGUSTINGIII" The two shouted together and kept on with their fight. The final result, after spending 
the whole free time fighting and leaving all the house work to Rick, the outfit was made of jeans. 


MEANWHILE.. 


Steve was with his accoustic guitar playing and singing to birds and other animals, just putting out how lonely 


he was. 
"Oh Mr. Nightingale.how lucky you are! You have Msr. Nightingale.” 
"Who flied away with another dude." 

"Oh.tm sorry then. This makes two lonely arses here." 

He then sang to a rabbit at his feet 

"Oh Mr. Rabbit.at least you have peace in your heart." 

"Nowhere, actually.try having my hundreds of kids" 


Steve decided just to play and sing..remembering an old dream he had about a blonde and blue-eyed man, who 


was strong as a rock and sweet as the wild berries. 
After hearing his cries about this mysterious man, the animals found some jeans clothes and began to pretend 
they were the so famous guy. The prince laughed and began to dance with them while his guitar was still 


strapped to his body. Suddenly, he turns and human hands touch his waist, singing and dancing with him. 


He turns to face the dancer and surprise! It was the boy from his dreams! Ultra new thing to fairy tales! The 
prince noticed that his pair also had a guitar hung, so he asked him to sit down and play with him. 


They were like yin and yang, two halves of the same thing, they completed each other! 
"What are you doing here? In this muddy forest that no one even dares to come in?" 


"Hunting..out | always end up playing or something...” 


‘| actually wrote a song called Die Hard The Hunter..but don't be mistaken, I'm a loving heart" 
The man smiled and said. 

"The loving hearts are the best.its a shame that the ones I've met just brought heartbreak." 
Steve held his hand and caressed it. 

Love bites and love bleeds, but one thing is true. You NEED love and affection" 

Their eyes met in a loving way. 

"Who are you, exquisite beauty of theses woods?" 


A squirrel threw a nut on Steve, and then his whole crew did. It could mean just one thing. He startled and 


looked down, getting hold of his hand. 


"L better get going. My uncles are calling me back home. Can you go to my cottage tonight? | loved being 


around you...” And the answer was yes. 


And then Steve left to his cottage, but his heart wouldn't lie: he fell in love with that handsome man. "I'm so 
dumb!" He thought to himself. "How will | know that he ain't a kidnapper or something like that? Things 
nowadays are becoming difficult! | miss the Iron Maiden days, when these people would get metal pins stuck in 
their bodies for doing something bad.we felt more secure.” But it was too late. If he had a diary, it would have 
lots of hearts and arrows, cupids.. 


"Guys..l'm home!" 

And the birthday boy was welcomed back with lots of hugs and cheek squeezes, they gave the gifts, and Steve 
changed for the new clothes immediately. They sat down to eat the cake and even those awkward jokes of "and 
the crushes, huh?" happened. But they didn't expect that the answer would be that he met a guy and was in 
love with him. 

"But this can't happen..you already have a groom! Prince Philip!" Rick said 

"And I'm the pope..'m just a peasant, | can't marry a PRINCEI!" Steve said sarcastically. 

Joe sighed "it's time to tell him already." 

And then they told poor Steve that he was actually Stephen Steamin’ Clark, the Prince of Sheffield and all his 


past, including the fact that he was to get married with Prince Philip, so that the two kingdoms would be one. 


In a sum up, he would never be able to see the forest man again, and if he did, Sav would punch him for 


trusting strangers. 


After putting the crown on for the very first time, the prince burst into tears. His [8s were being insane! He 


just rushed to his bedroom and began to write down. 
"When you make love..do you look in the mirror.. 
MEANWHILE../M GETTING TIRED OF THIS WORD... 


"But dad! | fell completely in love for him!" Phil protested. 


"Philip. You are going to marry Clark and dot. We need this alliance and a noble can't just marry a peasant..not 


after almost being expelled from the Catholic Church for asking you to marry another man!" 


‘| wanna marry for love, not alliances. It's as he said: Love bites and love bleeds, but one thing is true. You 


NEED love and affection!" 

The King got irritated. 

"And you could have gotten kidnapped, killed, raped." 

And the princes ears were burning red when he came out of his father's throne room. 
BACK TO PRINCE STEVE ARCH.. 


He was led to the palace, where his "uncles" hid him in his bedroom. For the first time in his life, he looked at 
himself in the mirror and saw his worst enemy: his nobility. How could he be happy without that man from 
the forest? He had seen him so many times in his dreams..why now that they finally got together they'd have 


to be set apart? He once more collapsed in tears. 


His godfathers prefered to let him alone for a moment. If only they could change his fate and allowing him to 


marry the man of his dreams.. 


Taking advantage of his weak moment, Pete decided to put his so longed plan in action. He played a beautiful 
tune on his eletric guitar, and that called the attention of the young prince like a trance. A secret passageway 
was opened and it led to the tallest tower of the castle. Prince Steve followed the music until he reached that 
room. At the moment he stepped in it, the sound stopped and the guitar was left there..almost untouched. 


He held it and tried to play the song they played in the forest. Out of tune. He began to tune it when he 
pricked his finger on high E string's end. The spelling was fulfilled and the prince fell unconscious to the floor. 


"STEVE!" His godfathers cried out when they saw him hitting the floor. 


The whole kingdom was celebrating the return of their prince, but unfortunately it would have to wait. They 


laid the prince in a bed and arranged everything to be neat and clean for when the love of his life arrived. 


"Let's put them to rest.like that they won't suspect of nothing" Joe ordered and they put all the kingdom to 


sleep. 


They heard Phil's father muttering something in his sleep about his son being in love with a peasant and acting 
like a hippie and that he ran away to his cottage to meet him. These pieces of information fell like a blessing: 
Prince Philip was the man Steve found in the forest. Tiny world huh?! 


They hurried to their cottage and found nothing but his hat laying on the floor: Pete had already caught 
him..not in the interpretation you are probably having, you dirty minded! 


"Funny how tiny this world can be..| was actually Prince Stephen's groom..but you came and took my place. And 
you're up to trading it all for a peasant?! Well..you'd be out of it if your so-loved peasant wasn't the actual 
prince! Waiting there..up in the tallest tower..for the kiss of his beloved one..thatll wait here for year and 
years. | can already see it..you climbing the stairs with a stick for support and those flacid lips and a cock that 
wouldn't go up even with magic! HAHAHAHAHAHAHA. Well, have fun thinking of him!" Pete told him the whole 
story and left him in a cellar. 

Joe, Sav and Rick came inside to set him free, using their magic. 

"Don't ask.neither | know why we do this." Sav said before any comment might have come out. 


"Well..you need to save Steve! We'll help you! Pete has gone apeshit!" Rick cried out. 


And with magical powers, the three pixies made..an amazing eletric guitar and a portable amp! So that he'd be 


prepared for anything that showed up in his way. 


"The guitar of the true feelings and the amp of killing overdrive! With them.no need of fearing Pete.He'd never 


be the brave and loving man you are." Joe adviced him. 


"Joe.it's you or Steve that is in love with him?! The way you spoke.." Sav felt the need of joking, and was 
punched in the face. 


After this awkward conversation, they went running..actually with their feet, since he was kidnapped and his 


new friends were tiny magic creatures that incredibly could do everything..except creating a horse. 


"Brave prince..now you'll face my power!" Pete then magically made a barrier of guitar wires. Phil laughed and 


unplugged them all, almost reaching the castle. 


"You thought | wouldn't be able to do it?! C'mon! I've been a roadie, mate!" 


"So check this out, little Prince!" He grew himself bigger and bigger and bigger... 


"here it says that it was meant to be a dragon, but since he's already one.." Sav commented as he read a book 


called The Sleeping Beauty..any alike feature is pure coincidence. 

He then began to attack our hero with his huge hands, while he just dodged and made him even madder. 

"So check THIS out!" He then played his axe and the sound that came out of his amp was really killing..so killing 
that it made Pete completely dizzy. And he frowned and frowned and frowned, and then shrinked and shrinked 


and shrinked until he was curled up like a ball begging him to stop. 


"This might keep you entertained while | save my beloved prince." Phil threw a bottle of beer at him and kept 
his way to the palace. 


He darted through the halls and began the ascending stairs to that room, the one that contained his most 
precious treasure, even though he reached there panting and sweating. Phil gazed at that tidily made bed with 
a gracious Steve laying on it, all dressed in jeans. 

He removed the several locks from his face and leaned closer, trying his best not to fall. He cupped that 
lifeless face and placed a tender kiss on those now-pale lips. He woke up in a sleepy way, yawning and 
stretching, like a humble guy raised in a cottage would, and that's what caught Phil's heart. 

"You here! | love you so much!" Steve hugged him and brought their lips together once more. 


AFTER THE PIXIES WOKE EVERYBODY UP.. 


"Can you imagine, mate?! Phil wants to marry somebody for love! And it's a." Phil's father began to complain 


about his son to his best friend, Steve's father. 
"LET'S ALL WELCOME PRINCE PHILIP OF LONDON AND PRINCE STEPHEN OF SHEFFIELD!" 


And then the couple came down the stairs, completely in love and relieved that they would marry the each 
other, being soulmates and the two who were dancing and playing in the forest. 


Sav got startled with what he saw: 
"White!" *plin* 

Joe kept the fight. 

"jeans!" *plin® 


"LET'S STOP THIS BLOODY FUCKERY! WHITE AND JEANS!" Rick cried out and kept the outfit as a white shirt and 


jeans trousers. 


And that's the end, my good readers..and they lived happily ever after! And that's a sentence that'll never get 
tired of | 


